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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
| promise | can write more than smut and fluff for these two, but at the moment that's all my muses want 


me to do so | hope everyone enjoys it! 


Mark curled up behind Myles as they enjoyed the afterglow of their lovemaking. They had a few days off in 
between shows and had planned on staying in bed for at least ninety percent of that break, they did have to 
eat at some point after all. He grinned as he gazed over Myles' sated form. He ran his fingers down the 
sweaty skin of his back, along the curve of his ass until they slipped between his cheeks to find his hole, still 
slick and loose as he grazed his finger against it. He grinned when heard the soft moan and felt the weak 
pushing of his hips against his fingers. 


"You always do that." Mark said with a chuckle as he moved his fingers away. 
"Do what?" Myles asked sleepily. 


"You always seem to still want my fingers after we have sex, is my cock not enough for you?" 


Mark couldn't stop the grin that spread across his face when he saw the pretty blush on Myles’ face when he 
turned back to look at him. "N-nol Its definitely enough." He stammered out and Mark's grin grew bigger when 
he saw Myles’ face get redder. "Its just.” He paused as he seemed to think about the best way to say this. 


He rolled over until he was straddling Mark, smiling shyly as he grasped Mark's wrist and slowly led his fingers 
back to his entrance, letting him trace them around the rim before encouraging him to slide them inside. 


"While you know | could never get enough of your cock, sometimes | can't get enough of your fingers either." 


Mark began a gentle thrusting that had Myles sighing happily as he relaxed against him, rolling his hips lazily 
to match the pace of the fingers inside him. Myles panting started almost instantly, his body still oversensitive 
from his recent orgasm and he couldn't decide if having Mark touching him again so soon was a good or bad 
idea. Then Mark found his prostate, and if the full body shudder and tortured moan pulled from his throat 
were any signs to go by, his body had made the choice for him. His hips started to rock a bit more forcefully 
against Mark's hand. 


Myles still hadn't completely let go of his wrist, instead gripping it loosely to guide Mark the way he wanted. He 
let him keep the slow pace for a few minutes longer before starting to roll his hips in small circles and a 


devilish grin slowly made its way across Mark's face as the change in motions gave him an idea. 


"Ah! Yeah like that!" Myles gasped sharply and Mark felt Myles tighten around him as he began to twist his 
fingers inside him with every thrust"You know | love both, but your fingers can do things your cock can't and 
Sometimes..| can't get enough of how they can make me feel tool" His explanation trailed off into a loud shout 


when his last thrust nailed his spot like a bullseye. 


He continued his slow rhythm, making sure to twist his fingers inside Myles on every thrust. His cock had 
already began leaking and he started to ride Mark's hand in earnest, struggling to reach his peak and failing at 
getting enough friction to do so. He moaned mindlessly, shooting the hand around Mark's wrist to his cock and 
stroking it to match Mark's pace. A slow, easy glide on the upstroke and a quick, rough thrust on the down 
had Myles to the point where he could almost taste his climax. 


He was so close. He just needed a little more, a little something to finally tumble over the edge and he knew 
Mark would give it to him. Mark seemed to be reading his mind and a short, quick series of jabs to his sweet 
spot later, Myles was cumming, shuddering and gasping as his body forced out his second orgasm of the night. 


Mark slowed his fingers to a stop, earning him a disappointing whine from Myles. "Calm down, just wanna be a 
little closer." He shifted his position, resting back against the head board and leaning in to nuzzle at his neck, 
"Come on Myles. Keep talking. | know you're not done yet." he whispered with a nip to his ear, "Tell me about all 
the other things you love about my fingers." Then, with a sultry tone that had Myles shivering and his hole 


clenching, he said, "And I'll make sure to do every single one" 


Myles didn't think it was possible for his cock to get hard again, but he could definitely feel it twitch as it 


tried to show interest. Even though Mark's fingers were no longer moving, he wasn't sure if he could say 


anything that wasn't ‘Right therel', ‘faster’, or ‘Markl, let alone form a complete thought as soon as his hand 


did begin moving again. However, he knew this this was a challenge he definitely couldn't pass up. 


He knew that Mark was coming just as undone as he was. He wanted to make him work for what he wanted to 
hear, but as soon as he managed to catch his breath, Mark's fingers had started back with their lazy pace, 
barely thrusting, but with enough pressure and that tiny twist at the end that let him know something was 
there. He couldn't resist Mark, especially when he was in the mood for teasing and the words just came 


tumbling from his lips before he even realized what he was saying. 
"They..They're so rough." 


"Hmm? You like that my fingers are rough do you?" Mark said teasingly as he pulled his fingers free and 
began teasing his rim, slipping the tips in only to pull them away to make Myles whined instead, "Well aren't ya 


gonna tell me why?" 


Myles just moaned in response, gulping in air like he'd forgotten how to breathe. It seemed like forever before 
he could finally form his next words, "When you rub my prostate with them, the friction is always so-fuck!" 


Mark had to quickly grip Myles’ hips as they shot forward as he began following his command. His fingers 
beginning to make slow, teasing circles against Myles’ prostate. He had gone beyond looking fully wrecked, with 
his cock so red and hard that it looked like every ounce of his blood had pooled there. His sweaty hair was 
plastered to his cheeks and veiled his face as his chest heaved to suck back in every ounce of breath that 


Mark forced out of him with his actions. 


Myles was beginning to lose control. With every move his fingers made, Myles’ hips did his best to follow them 
and fuck himself on the digits giving him such pleasure. He couldn't keep himself quiet as his moans filled the 


room. His world had narrowed down to the rough motions Mark continued to make inside him. 


He had never felt anything like this before. The shocks of pleasure coursing through his body, the shivers he 
felt when Mark brushed against his prostate on the side of a little too intense. He felt like Mark was playing 
him like one of his guitars, finding every spot that could give Myles pleasure beyond belief and use them to 
bend him to his will, just like he would do with the songs they performed, 


"Come on now Myles." Mark let the tip of his tongue brush against his ear as he pressed his fingers deeper 
inside of him. "I know that isn't all you like about my hands. Tell me more." He used his free hand to wrap 
around Myles waist, pulling him closer, and groaning when Myles' cock brushed against his own hard on. "Tell 


me what you need." 


Myles gripped Mark's shoulders tighter, as he struggled to find the words that would help him reach the 


release that his body so desperately ached for and craved. ".Faster.Please move them faster." 


Mark moaned along with Myles as he sped up his fingers. He should have known this would have been 


something he wanted. There were very few times they were able to do things slow and easy. It seemed like 


every time they tried, things would only stay that way for so long before the pace would drive Myles insane 
and he would take things into his own hands and their slow and gentle lovemaking would turn into a hard and 


fast pounding. 


Myles could feel himself reaching the end of his rope, so much pleasure so constantly had Myles' body ready 
to give out at any moment. He couldn't believe he was actually getting close to another orgasm, and this one 
without his cock even being touched. He couldn't remember any time he had managed to cum three times in 


one night. He wrapped an arm around Mark's shoulders, pulling them close enough for him to stroke Mark's 


cock to the frantic pace that had been set for them. 


His climax hit him suddenly and with a ferocity that had every nerve ending in his body on fire. A loud, 
desperate cry was pulled from his throat as he continued to ride Mark's fingers wildly. He arched his back as 
his eyes rolled back into his head and his entire body seized as his muscles clamped almost painfully around 
Mark's hand as he climaxed. In his pleasure filled haze, he dimly felt Mark covering the hand on his cock with 
his own, continuing the pace Myles had set until he heard the low growl in his ear and felt the splash of wet 
heat over their hands signaling that Mark had come as well 


When his orgasm finally calmed, he went limp against Mark, only sparing the softest whimper when he pulled 
his fingers from his swollen hole. Mark brushed his hair back from his cheek, earning him a exhausted moan in 
response. He gently moved Myles from his lap onto his side and stroked his cheek gently as he tried to rouse 
the seemingly unconscious singer. "Myles? Myles? Come on wake up buddy." 


"Who?..What?" It was obvious Myles was out of it, his voice tinged with a heavy slur as he mumbled, before 
he quieted again and the soft snores began. 


Mark couldn't help but grin. It was very rare for Myles to get so fucked out that he would forget his own 
name or where they were. It also usually took a marathon fucking session for him to get anywhere close to 
that point and this time, he had managed to him there with only his fingers. He looked fondly at sleeping man 
beside him and decided that maybe Myles liking his fingers so much wasn't so bad after all. There were many 
ways and places that he could tease Myles with this knowledge and as he placed a kiss on Myles damp cheek, 
he decided that next time, he wouldn't know what hit him. 


